Minding our peas and queues with Tiny United, 
Matthew Maslowski, Laura Tabor, Don Ward, Lara Falberg, 
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"Behind the Curve” 

My Dad (whom I call Pop) and I have not had a fight since 1979. 
I cant remember what that fight was about, although I suspect it was about 
cleaning fish, five since learned to clean fish without complaint. Pop and 
I haven’t had even a disagreement in many years. He’s politically liberal and 
fiscally conservative and has had occasion to stand in the middle of the 
road, looking at something or thinking about something else, and when we 
talk we talk , long and longer and with fervor and passion and that is what 
we do together well, father and son. I like to listen to him and he likes to 
listen to himself and this makes for good times. His arguments run the 
gamut from Shakespearean monologue to professorial lecture to long-form 
stand-up comic schtick. I flatter myself that my own may take such shape 
from time to time. When I visit them, Mom goes to bed early and Pop and 
I talk and talk and stay awake at night and eat peaches and drink coffee and 
then we watch baseball until all the scores are in. We make each other 
laugh. A lot. It’s our raison d'etre. 

Pop is a scholar of history, with particular emphasis on the 
American Civil War, World War Two and the Old Testament. He is also a 
master winemaker, brews beer, writes poetry, is a fine amateur nature pho- 
tographer and videographer, and sings in the choir. Belay that. Change all 
verbs to past-imperfect. You see, each of these “hobbies”, if you will, has 
piqued his interest, absorbed his time and skill, and resulted in things of 
quality and beauty. Then Pop’s attention moved on to something else. 

Long story short? Ha! Not a chance. My point is I’ve always been 
troubled because it seems like I am forever one or two hobbies behind him. 
When I finally found American history interesting - some time after I wrote 
that strange college paper about how the Yanks copied the French idea of 
having a revolution - Pop was already, well, as they say, “off topic.” I sought 
little nuggets of gold about Chickamauga or Corregidor to bring to him to 
assay. But Pop already knew them all and while he had his own polite tid- 
bits to offer me in payment, it wasn’t long before we were moving on to dis- 
cussions about his more current intellectual stimulation. 

When I tried to grow grapes out in the yard, then grind and press 
them and make a little home-vintage, I thought he would come roaring up 
1-95 to join the barefoot dance of Bacchus. But, no. I probably should 
have agreed with my wife that I understood the ten-gallon carboy of hooch 
did indeed make the kitchen look like the Hillbillies-pre-Beverly, and calm- 
ly explained that you can’t put fermenting wine out in 100 degree heat 
because it kills the yeast. (No, I can’t have told her that. A man can take 
only so much eye-rolling and the mumbling of idiot under his wife’s breath 
as she passes in earshot.) And I’ve learned on my own it’s a pretty bad idea 
to dump ten gallons of molding grape juice on your garden in the middle 
of summer. Ah, well. In any case, Pop had long since moved on from his 
Somerwine - making days to the next hobby. 

It often felt like I was waiting at a train station, without a schedule, 
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ticket or suitcase, hoping that something would pull in that I could jump on 
before he reached the next station and jumped out, or leaped off the back of 
the train like James Garner in “The Great Escape,” tumbling down the 
embankment to hide on me behind a hayrick. But he wasn’t intentionally 
trying to leave me behind, scratching my head. And it wasn’t ADHD on 
Pop’s part, either. Just a healthy imagination and the ability to want to learn 
something, to learn as much of it as you can, then move on to a new inter- 
est. Call it Attention Surplus Syndrome. Yeah, I know. (And don’t believe 
anyone who tells you that you can’t teach an old dog new tricks. Pop lays 
that chestnut to rest.) 

Admittedly, it’s been a tad frustrating never to be able to anticipate 
where Pop’s mind is taking him, and to meet him there. To have long dis- 
cussions about chili recipes or plate tectonics, crime scene pathology and 
Appalachian musicology, epidemiology and etymology, episiotomies and 
epistemologies. A while back I bought a really nice Nikon and took pictures 
of blooming wildflowers. Never developed the rolls of film. What was the 
point? Pop had just recently turned off that road and was now studying the 
nuances of Faure’s Requiem. I stopped drinking wine because the health risks 
outweighed the fun-factor of talking to Pop about vintage and nose and that 
hint of Brazilian rosewood or some-such nonsense. 

We only get one life - that is my understanding - and maybe Pop is 
trying to outrun death. If that’s so, well he’s a good mile-and-a-quarter 
ahead of the scythe swinging rascal, and far be it for me to try to ask him to 
hold up while I catch my breath. But I feel like I might have an even better 
time with Pop if I could just anticipate where he’s going next. Is it paleon- 
tological research? Maybe birds did come from dinosaurs. Why does every- 
thing tastes like chicken? I’ve no idea. Or we could start making crossword 
puzzles. Or untangling string theory. What about the writings of Ralph 
Waldo Emerson? Samuel Taylor Coleridge?. Sir Richard Francis Burton? 
Holy crap, there are too many three-name writers to try and guess. 

Of course, I can always just brew the coffee, turn to the baseball 
game and wait for him to land. 
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"Breaking the Third Rule” 

hg Matthew Maslowski 


I’ve always promised 
myself that if I were ever endowed 
with the requisite authority I 
would erase all evidence and 
memory of Michael Bolton’s ren- 
dition of “Georgia On My Mind.” 
I am no academic, but I assume 
that media specialists and cultural 
critics agree, at this point, 30 
some years later, that large swaths 
of the ‘80s were an embarrassing 
blemish on the already heavily 
pockmarked visage of American 
popular culture. And this mean- 
dering, saccharine, Pert-Plus 
induced drivel should be exhibit 
A. Perhaps my unabashed and 
highly subjective loathing is dis- 
proportionate weighed against the 
aggregate 


Growing up in a town of 
20,000 in the Bible Belt awarded 
a boy of 8 three radio stations, 
only one of which was ever to be 
played in the family station 
wagon. This station billed itself as 
Adult Contemporary, a label con- 
structed solely to justify 
McCartney’s output after 1970. 
The catalogue supposedly includ- 
ed “the best mix of yesterday and 
today,” which to my recollection 
reduced the whole history of 
recorded music to 13 tracks. And 
so, with my feet barely touching 
the floor of the car, I would hear 
Bolton’s “Georgia on My Mind” 
on average 5 or 6 times a week, 
nestled comfortably between 
Frampton’s “Baby I Love Your 


Way” and Steve Winwood’s 
“Valerie.” And look, I know it is 
stupid to try to package time in 
convenient decades with universal 
themes and ethos. The problem is 
“the ‘80’s” didn’t start in 1980. 
And they sure as shit ain’t over. 

But I digress. Or stall, as it 

were. 

That song was the first 
sensory memory I have of sitting 
in the counselor’s office in high 
school a year before projected 
graduation and one week before 
imminent failure from every 
required course needed to 
advance. That damned song, 
masked by the ambient sounds of 
the air conditioner and the din of 
properly molded minds roaming 
the halls, swelled a fever in me..., 
And then the counselor’s eyes. 
The mixture of intent concern 
and frustration caused the orbs to 
quiver back and forth as if she 
couldn’t decide into which of my 
eyes to direct her queries. With 
each question I could feel my will 
to respond further recede. 

“Don’t you realize you are 
drastically limiting your choices?” 

“Are you struggling emo- 
tionally?” 

“I mean, what is it that 
you want to do?” 

I looked up to meet her 
gaze. The sudden and unexpected 
eye contact forced her stare to sta- 
bilize as every cell in her body sus- 
pended all mitosis for this one 
breakthrough, a focusing of ener- 
gies that would allow her con- 
scious self to receive the answer 
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and compute a therapeutic retort. 

I spoke: ££ I have a very 
keen interest... dare I say pas- 
sion?...^ devoting the rest of my 
life to learning the ways of subsis- 
tence farming.” 

Summer school wasn’t all 
that bad. 

Twenty-some years later I 
found myself in Berlin standing in 
the freezing cold rain of early 
spring. I had been crashing at an 
apartment outside Treptower 
Park, the old eastern district, 
bumming off some cats I did not 
know. Friends of a friend. That 
doesn’t explain why I was in the 
rain at midnight, though. 

I mentioned to my reluc- 
tant hosts that I had been down to 
see the East Side Gallery. “That 
was the past — you should see the 
Berlin of today.” Evidently this 
included standing outside an 
abandoned apartment-building- 
turned-club for over an hour. The 
line of people hoping to gain 


entry wrapped around the block 
of what seemed to be an otherwise 
empty quarter. I was under- 
dressed, hungry, and operating on 
perhaps six non-consecutive hours 
of sleep over the past three days. 
Oh, and I was on an insane bout 
of self-imposed sobriety. 

The bouncer stood at the 
door with the archetypal authori- 
tative air, a curious sense of pur- 
pose mixed with the threat of 
potential violence, like a cop, but 
lacking the scruples that burden 
public officials. As we inched 
closer I saw he was wearing even 
less than I - donning a set of 
lederhosen complete with 
Bavarian hat, feather and all. 
What I thought was face paint or 
heavy make up turned out to be 
tattoos, with multiple facial pierc- 
ings glistening in the dim street 
light. With a mood of detachment 
he stood as a Teutonic Osiris, 
weighing his seemingly arbitrary 
judgment, separating the wheat 


from chaff, casting some back out 
to the night while granting others 
the privilege to enter his guarded 
underworld. 

I was chosen, entered the 
fold, and gladly pressed the ten 
Euro cover into the hands of the 
girl in the warm hallway. 

Techno. All the world’s a 
stage and all of Europe is a god- 
damn discotheque. Three deejays 
were spread across as many floors 
separated by the natural divisions 
of what were once separate flats. 
The continuous pulse of music 
bled from one idea to the next as I 
made my way up or down stairs, 
through hallways, in and out of 
restrooms, stepping over or 
around the casualties, kids lost in 
themselves or each other. The few 
places on the walls that weren’t 
covered in graffiti were jet black. 

Within the hour I was 
approached by an Irishman who 
had convinced himself that I had 
in my possession a cornucopia of 
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delicious and exotic drugs that I 
was going to sell him. He would 
not believe that I did not have any 
pills. Or coke. Or pot. Or heroin. 
It was as if he felt that I was giving 
him the runaround until his des- 
peration reached a fever pitch that 
would benefit me, the supposed 
dealer. (Though not a thought at 
the time, as I have since recalled 
this exchange I have been remind- 
ed of Burrough s statement of how 
the law of supply and demand is 
completely reversed within the 
dealer/junkie relationship.) And 
this cat would not let up. 

“Come off it, man, I can 

smell the hash on your breath ” 

“That’s halitosis. I lost my 
toothbrush two countries ago.” 
“Bullocks. No hash?” 

“No man. I’ve even 
flushed the last of my mood stabi- 
lizers. I don’t have so much as an 
aspirin.” 

I could see the appetite in 
his eyes tighten to agitation. He 
turned and started to thread his 
way through the current of revel- 
ers, bumping into a doorway as he 
left. 

I plopped down on an old 
sofa in a sort of alcove. Looked at 
my watch — two am. I stared at 
my shoe for a while, watching the 
lights cast shadows as the music 
washed over everything. Suddenly 
a body dropped down next to me. 


She had to lean close to speak over 
the din, her hand on my shoulder, 
an eyelash barely brushing my ear 
as she pressed in. The voice had an 
accent, though not German. 

“You are the picture of 
loneliness...” 

I spoke into her heavily 
pierced ear. “You’re cheating. 
That’s a line from something.” 

She threw her head in 
laughter, her fingers held against 
her lips. Her green eyes were the 
first physical trait I noticed and 
the only thing I can still clearly 
recall. Funny how time erodes the 
ability to conjure a face in memo- 
ry But those eyes can still 

gleam if I think of them, disem- 
bodied against haze, wreathed in 
red curls. 

Something tickled in my 
mind for a moment, a question I’d 
had for these sorts of encounters 
since I’d been roaming. 

“I’ve been in a dozen dif- 
ferent places, many where English 
wasn’t the main thing. Yet without 
fail when I am approached people 
almost always start in English, like 
they can tell....” 

She only cocked an eye- 
brow and grinned. 

Some guy came out of the 
mix and squatted in front of her. 
His eyes grazed over me without 
any sense of absorption. He said 
something to her in a language I 


could not place. She laughed, 
brushed the sweat-matted hair 
from his face, kissed his cheek. He 
disappeared quickly. She sat for a 
moment, her head slightly to the 
side, eyes starring but unfocused, 
lost in reverie, a slight smile turn- 
ing the corners of her mouth. She 
blinked, turned. 

“My friend... he said that 
only I would find the most wilted 
wallflower in the middle of all this 
shit.” 

“Ah. A poet.” 

She winked. 

Later we sat in her Peugeot 
as I watched her roll a cigarette, 
carefully sprinkling some weed on 
the tobacco before closing the 
paper. The dawn was only think- 
ing of breaking. She offered, I 
politely declined. She smoked in 
silence and I enjoyed watching 
her. She smoked with such dispas- 
sion, never holding the draw in 
her lungs. So ungreedy. A voice 
startled me from my thoughts. 
The spark of irritation extin- 
guished as I recognized it was 
hers. 

“My father was a fellow 
traveler, as they say. He left us for 
a time after the Wall came down. 
I was only 10 or so. He had never 
spoke of going west before 
that...” 

She paused to inhale. 

“He never talked of where 
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he went exactly, but I do know 
that he went to the States eventu- 
ally. Once, after he returned, I 
walked into the kitchen and he 
was there, sitting at the table hold- 
ing a book. I almost asked what it 
was, then I noticed he was trem- 
bling, only slightly. He never 
looked up but he knew I was 
there. I know he knew. He 
dropped the book on the table 
and stumbled out. After a 
moment I picked it up. It was 
softbound, red cover, heavy. 
Maybe a hundred pages? The 
strangest thing was that it was in 
English. I could read a bit at the 
time but I had no idea Tata could. 
I think the title was something 
like The Coming Soviet Civil War 
and How You Can Make Money. 
There was a quote by Gorbachev 
right on the cover, saying that if 
the bloc did begin to break we 
would all fall into a bloody civil 
war. I never saw that book again.” 

She stared at the wind- 
shield without looking beyond 
the glass. 

“He was dead two months 
later. They told me it was due to 
natural causes....’” 

She took a last pull from 
the shrinking cigarette, exhaling 
through the next sentence, releas- 
ing the smoke as she spoke. 

“But I knew it had more to 
do with the Makarov.” 


I had seen what she was 
describing. I knew the look. A 
man broken, his schema disman- 
tled, or at the least threatened. 
But the recognition fell short of 
empathy. I had never felt any sort 
of allegiance to such things. 
Though neither of us mentioned 
it, I assumed that my nationality 
had sparked the story, or at least 
had reminded her of those cir- 
cumstances. But I thought I shed 
that moniker long ago. Like a 
husk. How can a man expatriate 
without a fatherland to claim 
him? The globe is speckled with 
walking wounded orphans 
spawned in the sterile test tube of 
modernity longing for the warm 
uterine embrace of the natural 
past. A live birth. Apologists argue 
that the US never had gulags. But 
we never needed them. Our guys 
learned early that it is far more 
effective to absorb dissent than 
suppress it. Totalitarians need not 
always stifle the voice. Better to 
allow the cacophony to swell until 
the slogans turn up on t-shirts at 
Wal-Mart. 

Man , do I have a contact 
high ? Did I say any of that bullshit 
out loud? 

She spoke, saving me from 
my thoughts. 

“What do you want to 

do?” 

I heard myself answer. “I 
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have to catch a flight. Gotta get to 
the airport soon.” 

She smiled. “Then I shall 
do you the service of a free ride.” 
“Thanks.” 

The sun was coming up as 
I stood at the platform for the S 
Bahn. We had not spoken for a 
while. She looked up at me, her 
eyes still cloudy and pink. I 
turned from her smile and 
stepped toward the train. 

“If you’re ever near 
Ostrava look me up. Find me.” 

“That might be a chore 
without your name.” 

She only shrugged, arms 
out in feigned resignation. 

“Good luck.” 

“With what? The flight?” 
“No. Finding me.” 

The doors closed. I wan- 
dered to a seat and looked out the 
window expecting to see her 
standing in a polka-dot dress, 
white veil hanging from a bonnet, 
handkerchief pressed to the corner 
of her left eye to catch a single 
tear, solitary, stoic, as she wished 
her doughboy farewell, with “It’s 
Not Over £ Till It’s Over Over 
There” playing in the back- 
ground. 

Instead she winked and 
hopped down the stairs to the 
street. 

Once at the airport I 
retreated immediately to the rest- 
room to escape the fact that I no 
reservations let alone any clear 
intent of destination. I looked up 
at my reflection in the filthy mir- 
ror. The lingering acne of adoles- 
cence rose just above an eight-day 
growth of stubble, making a high- 
ly textured contrast to the 
smoothness of my expanding 
forehead, the marker of an early 
onset of male-pattern baldness, 
wore proudly as an esteemed cross 
passed down from my forefathers. 
Toss in a set of neglected teeth yel- 
lowed from coffee and Balkan 
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Please, people, 
we're just 
trying to do 
our jobs, so 
if we asK you 
questions, 
just answer; 
verbally, 
physically, 
whatever way 
you can. 
Please, please 
don’t just 
stare 
at us. It's 
uncomfort- 
able for 
everyone. 

And really, 
how hard is it 
to just say, 
‘'fine", "bad", 
"great", "come 
bacK later?" 
We don’t want 



to interrupt 
an argument, 
an uncomfort- 
able silence, a 
breaK-up or a 
breastfeeding, 
but you came 
out to eat. 

CJ came to be 
waited on by 
another 
human and so 
that means 
that someone 
will be coming 
up to you and 
taking and 
rechecKing 
on you. If you 
want to be 
left alone, stay 
at home 
and save us 
from the 
awKwardness. 
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Friday 

Morning and 
I can guess 
who’s in 
charge of this 
table. No one 
talKs until the 
head of the 
group speaKs 
and everyone 
waits til she 
gives the 
oKay. It’s a 
wonder how 
these people 
have all come 
together to 
become 
friends when 
they clearly 

don’t appear to be having any fun. Now that 1 Know who is the alpha I will refer all of my 
questions, about anyone’s order, to her for the needed answers. 




poor Fellow. It was 
a sad Friday 
Morning. It was 
clear that he was 
under restrictions. 
We all wanted to 
pound on his chest 
and ten him 
''LEAVE HER]' 
YOU DESERVE 
BETTER] YOU 
CAN HAVE PIE!! 1 ' 
But he wasn’t even 
allowed to iook at 
us, nor talK to us. 
poor Fellow, we 
hope he finds a way 
out and she finds a 
therapist. 
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’’Choose Yout Weapon” 
Btj Lara Falherg 


tobacco, add two ridiculously 
recessed raccoon eyes, and you’ve 
got a pretty good sense of what I 
was subjected to. It was truly a 
face for radio. 

Back in the terminal I saw 
there were only two flights sched- 
uled to leave within the hour. One 
to Stansted, one to Krakow. The 
last time I was in Krakow I spent 
hours watching sugar cubes dis- 
solve over an Absinthe spoon then 
wandered the streets with worm- 
wood on my breath offering 
passersby a slurred yet emphatic 
declaration that I was the next 
Kurt Vonnegut. Luckily there was 
a seat left on the Stansted flight. 

While waiting at the gate I 
dozed fitfully. Dreamed my priest 
gave me a box with soil — three 
plants and a grub worm. I 
watched the grub worm slowly 
uncurl itself and devour the three 
plants. 

I awoke to the boarding 
call with her eyes in my mind. 
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We all have one. Some of 
us wear them more conspicuously 
than others. But we all have 
them, and one dominates the 
other lesser identifiers. I’m talk- 
ing about our badge of honor. 
The thing we let speak for us and 
define us so that it’s how others 
associate us. But choose wisely or 
rethink the one you are currently 
featuring most obviously on your 
sash, depending on how you want 
others to react, respond, and 
either come hither or retreat. In 
the dating world, this can be your 
go to weapon to ward off unwant- 
ed suitors. 

The most common badge I 
encounter is the badge of being 
sooooo busy. It’s a race, a competi- 
tion for busiest person ever. Our 
badges protect us, and operate as 
our shields against expectations 
and criticisms. They are always 
the first place we go when we need 
an excuse. So, your girlfriend 
wants to spend time with you, but 
you want to watch the game. Ya 
know, The game, any damn game, 
doesn’t matter, it always gets a 
‘The’ connotation. So dumb. 
You don’t want to say, “Babe, I 
want to watch the game and 
you’re going to want my atten- 
tion, so nope, would prefer not to 


mingle the two.” Instead, you 
shine up the badge and direct the 
glare right between her eyes to 
blind her. You say you have a lot 
of work to do and have to get up 
early. Our badges always stand in 
for the truth so we can do what we 
want. The busy bee badge is 
problematic in that anyone with a 
molecule of common sense knows 
we all make time for what’s 
important to us. If boyfriend tells 
girlfriend one too many times he’s 
too busy for her, that badge better 
be prepared to morph into a real 
doll. 

Work, that’s a popular one. There 
is always that person who is work- 
ing. Night and day, in the show- 
er, while peeing and walking their 
dog so she can pee. No matter 
what, that’s what they talk about, 
that’s what defines them. That is 
their only focus. So boring. The 
work badge is actually closely 
related to the busy badge in that 
they are both always the 
excuse/reason for not having any 
time. Work keeps a work badge- 
bearer very busy. A busy badge- 
bearer usually has a rotation of 
things that keep them busy, work 
being one of those time-sucks. 
See? It’s important to understand 
the distinction. 


DRflGIN 


by MCchaeb Cole/ 



www.Llotterrag.com 



October 2011 


Parenthood. The ultimate badge. 
No childless person can trump it, 
no matter what’s going on. Lots 
of folks have no idea when to shut 
the fuck up about their kids. I 
have a few friends who do, and 
they rock. But guess what? 
Parenthood isn’t their main badge, 
yo. The parent badge is all about 
being okay with your child/ren 
defining you and letting go of any 
remnant of your childless self. 
That person is deceased and the 
vestiges are generally faint. A 
lame badge, although parenthood 
isn’t lame, it’s cool. Just do it 
without it being ‘the’ badge and 
all is well. 

Morbidity. Man is this badge a 
searing suck of an ornament. If it 
were a girl-scout patch, I know 
the woman who would have a 
sash full of them with various dif- 
ferentiations. This woman, who 
wears the constant, “I’m grieving, 
pay attention to me and forgive 
me anything, especially my insuf- 
ferability ” look on her mug. Even 
though she has known many peo- 
ple who have died, to wear that as 
a badge is beyond comprehension. 
And she’s that person you see 
coming and think Oh God, no, I 
don’t have the energy to muster up 
false sincerity and sympathy right 
now. Plus, everyone she knows seems 
to die, so I’m thinking maybe don’t 
hang with her. Inarguably, it’s sad 



when people die, and it’s the eggs 
when it seems like a person has 
had more than their share of peo- 
ple close to them die, but don’t 
wear it as a badge, or no one will 
want to be your friend or sleep 
with you. 

Closely related is illness. That 
person who will never say ‘fine’ 
when asked how they are. That’s 
who I’m talking about. Now to 
clarify that I’m not completely 
insensitive , it’s awful when people 
get cancer or goiters. But most, 
oh relax, I said most, illness is 
brought on by the person not tak- 
ing good care of themselves. The 
people who never/ rarefy get sick 
are generally those who eat well, 
exercise, get sleep and wash their 
hands. I’m just saying. Illness is 
just as sucky as death to talk about 
on the incessant. Don’t let this be 
your badge. You can have a dis- 
ease and when people ask, you can 
acknowledge it’s cool of them to 
ask, give them the one-sentence 
update and move on. 

So what’s my point? Just that 
everyone wants attention and 
we’re all pretty transparent in the 
methods in which we try to garner 
this. Just decide what works, 
what doesn’t and choose your 
badge wisely. It can be a weapon 
just as easily as it can be your 
shield. Put that in your hat. 
Positive/surface badges are groovy. 


I MEAN, I'VE BEEN LAYI N6 THE 6R0UNP 
WORK FOR THESE PROCJECTS FOR MONTHS' 
TALKINS WITH PEOPLE, MAKIN6 


CONNECTIONS, SETTINS COMMITMENTS... 
NOW THAT THE BALL IS IN THEIR COURT, 



Good ideas for badges: contrast- 
ing hair and bang color, tattoos, 
white polish on your nails, a dis- 
tinctive voice or laugh, a healthy 
activity like running, yoga, or 
making film noir shorts. Being 
known as the lover of the spiciest 
foods. Being good at Connect 
Four. Love of a certain era, such 
as the 1920 ’s, and things from 
that era works as a badge just so 
long as you know the line between 
endearing and overboard. Having 
a Manhattan as your favorite 
drink - lovely. If I go on a date 
and he wears saddle shoes and 
smokes a pipe, but does it camp- 
style, awesome, he’s getting some. 
What do these things have in 
common? They are fun and gen- 
erally shallow and frivolous like a 
good shiny badge should be. 



James Barrett for 
Orange County 
School Board 

Leadership in the Era of a New Leader 

http://barrettforschools.com 
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The Blotter 


Call for Entries! 


"The 2012 Laine Cunningham Novel Award” 

The Blotter’s Third Annual Long Form Fiction Contest 
for Novella and Novel length works 


1. The purpose of our contest is to provide a venue for writers to have their work read and commented on by our editors and judges. 

res. And last but not least, the winner will 


irpc 

Additionally, the winner of this contest will have his/her work published here on these pag< 
receive a monetary prize! (Award monies are provided by the prize sponsor and the entry fee for the contest helps offset The Blotter’s 
costs.) 


2. Our pre-reader judges are intelligent and highly proud of their educations. Our final judge is smart, well-read and dangerous if she 
doesn’t have her morning coffee. But we told her that she could be the final judge and what can you do? 

3. In a world chock-full of scandal, transparency is very important to us, and we make every effort to eliminate any conflict of interest 
situation from going down in our contest. Blotter volunteers and their family members and/or employees are prohibited from entering 
our contest. 

To enter the contest, please submit your work with a $23 entry fee by check or money order to: The Blotter Magazine, 1010 Hale Street, 
Durham, NC 27705. Entries must be received between October 1, 2011 and January 31, 2012 (you see, were already giving you an 
extension, so don’t put it off.) 


Your entry must contain the followin' 
ject/character-connected short story chapbook) typed & double-spaced, without your name. 


no less than 1 0 pages, no more than 20 pages of the opening of your novel or novella, (or sub- 

. On a separate cover page type your name, 


snail-mail and e-mail address, telephone number , the title of your novel or novella and a one page synopsis of your novel or novella. 
Remember, you have to have the entire book written, so that if and when you win, you can show us the rest! 

BONUS: Enter the writing contest AND get a year’s subscription to The Blotter for only $30! (Regular annual subscription donation- 
ss are $25 total and you don’t even get to enter a writing contest with that price!) 

Well, now. $650 in cash prizes, plus anything else we can wrangle together that we think has value. All placements, including honor- 
able mentions, will receive an award certificate, proof positive of your success as an author, suitable for mocking your sophomore English 
teacher, who always wondered how it was that you graduated at all. 

Our contest will be run in line with the rules of ethics and mechanics recommended by the Council of Literary Magazines and Presses, 
as outlined in their 2006 monograph on the subject. You can’t view for free, but you may purchase the monograph entitled “Publishing 
Contests: Ethics and Mechanics” through the CLMP at http : / / www. clmp.org/ about/ monographs . html . This is the document we have 
used in coming up with the rules and conditions of this contest. 

So that’s it, then - now get to work! 
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©crap? 

Introducing Bergamonte™ 

Promotes Cardiovascular Health;^ 

Supports Healthy Cholesterol Control** 


.t 


±:T Save 


Healthy Blood Glucose Control* 
and Healthy Weight Management; 

Increases HDL by 40%! 

"After using Bergamonte for 30 days my blood testing 
numbers came back with amazing results!" 

D.FrazierV 


Promote 4 

Support Health^ I /g| 

Support Health/C 

Support Healthy Off The $39.95 Regular Price 
when Ygu Mentjop Thjs ■ 
Offer: BG15DM 


t *These statements have not been evaluated by the Food and Drug 
Administration. This product is not intended to diagnose, treat, 
i cure, or prevent any disease. **Levels already in normal range 


P Call To Find Out How To Get A Free Bottle w/Your Order! 

r 1 -888-347-7690 


The Blotter Magazine’s 

book publishing imprint, PencilPoint FHountain, 

and www.paintbrushforest.com 


present 


a donation 
Thank you. 


Tree, 

a collaborative, all 
ages, fine arts 
book illustrated by 
members of 
Paintbrush 
Forest, a group of 
artists from the 
Orange County, 
NC, area. All pro- 
ceeds from tree 
support the Flaw 
River Assembly, a 
NC environmental 
organization. 
Check out 
www.paintbrush- 
forest.com to bid 
on the original 
book art, to make 
and to order your own copy of Tree. 
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"Airmass” 

by Laura Tabor 

Astronomy class taught me 
The truth about sparkly stars. 

I always thought that light from them 
Flickered on its thousand-year journey 
Just to reach me, sending a message. 

I entered that class one Thursday 


I thought 

Only to discover 

That the winking glances 

Airmass, defined as 

And all the shared grins 

Clouds and dust in our own little atmosphere 

Were something coming from you, 

That do the vast majority of the obscuring 

With point-of-origin being those 

Of the heavens. 

Milliseconds before, 

It makes the stars flicker - 

When you had some volition over it. 

They are constant, 

It turns out, there must have been something in the air 

Its our own vision that is blurred 

Between us two, 

By our blanket of air. 

That made me think that 


There was anything real coming from you. 
Its alright - it was never your fault: 

Its airmass, 

Making you sparkle, 

Clouds in my own eyes, 

An atmosphere of intentions 
Keeping me blind 
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"The Getaway” 

Its best to hide from a distaff world on Mars 
where the atmosphere is mostly carbon dioxide. 

Obviously the inhabitants are auto-friendly. 

Revving engines and the periodic whine of power tools 
render conversations delightfully inaudible. 

Temperatures on that planet range from a balmy eighty degrees at noon 
to a bracing one hundred below at midnight. 

That’s great for night skiing. 

The Red Planet is coated thick with dust. 

And since there are many active volcanoes, 
occasional manly verbal outbursts go unnoticed. 

Venusians don’t know “Klaatu barada nikto” means: “ESPN available here.” 
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The Dream Journal 

real dreams, real uieird 

Please send excerpts from your own dream 
Journals. If nothing else, we'd love to read 
them. We won't publish your uihole name. 

mermaid@blotterra^.com 

Another hurricane dream - the wind is most- 
ly noise and what breeze there is is cool 
and regular, as if there were a ceiling fan 
over my bed. The lightning-flicker and thun- 
der rumble is Rocky Horror Picture-Showish 
and I’m still scared. I know that there is no 
place in this house to hide, no place secure 
if the storm chooses to get me. And a storm 
this big is alive, isn’t it? Anything this big 
and unpredictable is alive. I think that I pop 
out of bed and go to the computer to look at 
the NOAA website - feeling wise and 
exposed at the same time - but the comput- 
er will not let me tap-tap on the keyboard, 
for some weather related reason. For just a 
split second I have the feeling of sheepish- 
ness, a sudden realization that I am still 
asleep and cannot, therefore ask the com- 
puter to provide me any insight. 

JM - cyberspace 


NOAH'S ARK 

Kennel & Cattery 



1217 E Franklin St #3 % Chapel Hill, NC 27514-3307 

(919) 932-7322 


www.noahsarkkennel.com 



CONTRIBUTORS 

Matthew Maslowski of Raleigh, NC writes, “Though techni- 
cally a snow bird, I grew up in the mountains of NC outside 
of Asheville. Transplanted to Raleigh two years ago with 
aspirations of graduate degrees, tenure tracks, and corduroy 
jackets with leather patches on the elbows. Exited the aca- 
demic pipeline prematurely. I have been dabbling for a few 
years on fiction work and this is my first piece seen through 
to print.” 

Laura Tabor is is teaching English in Madrid, Spain and 
wandering into the many other countries located nearby on 
the weekends. Long-term, she aspires to write extravagant 
lies for a living, either as part of a comedic fake-newspaper 
staff or perhaps as a political speechwriter. 

Blotterfriend Lara Falberg is teaching Yoga and working on 
her first novel. She’s currently a resident of Columbus, Ohio, 
a fact that makes all of the other university cities in our fair 
nation jealous. 

Don Ward writes, “I teach English and Humanities nearby at 
Durham Tech and at far off and exotic Wake Tech. I’ve pub- 
lished poetry in a couple of Chicago Poetry’s booklets (Cram 
4 and 6) and Tipton Poetry Journal, Issue 14. I’ve also writ- 
ten a college textbook, two children’s books and a number of 
non-fiction articles. I am a member of Living Poetry at Briar 
Creek, The Write to Publish Meet-up of Raleigh and co-facil- 
itate a bi-monthly poetry session at Sunrise Senior Living in 
Raleigh. I’m always happy when my wife brings home The 
Blotter. Subscribe, you knucklehead, you reply. Okay, okay.” 
Ed. Note: Not just good advice, really good advice. 

Our artist, known collectively to us as Tiny United, writes “I 
am Bluespruce Goose. I am involved in the most intimate of 
your moments, along with my service industry co-artists. 
Together we hear the secrets shared between you and your 
loved one at dinner and see how you really treat other peo- 
ple. Through the experiences that we capture at work we 
can show you what it look like, looking in from an outside per- 
spective. Some of you are amazing, some terrible and some 
just think you are super funny. This is a one panel comic 
composed of real experiences that we have had, maybe with 
you or you're friend, or a blind date. It's meant to be related 
to, laughed at or be enlightened by. Mainly it's made to help 
us service industry artists, get through a tough day of serv- 
ing. Somehow, interesting exchanges always happen on 
Fridays, leading to the name Friday Morning Zines. We hope 
you enjoy them.” 

Chris Fox, makes Pop laugh, among other people. That is 
a very good thing. Keep it up, buddy. 

Michael Cole and Phil Juliano talk pen-and-ink and punch- 
lines long-distance between Asheville, NC and somewhere 
in Minnesota (home to our Pig’s Eye Beer folks!!) 


Final Tidbits: Many cool things you can try - enter the long form contest (our third annual, that is). Follow us on 
Twitter at blotterrag. Buy a copy of “Tree,” published by PencilPoint Mountain (www.pencilpointmountain.com), an imprint of 
The Blotter Magazine, Inc. Make a donation to The Blotter (www.blotterrag.com). Buy a Blotter tee-shirt while you’re there. And 
visit your local independent bookstore, they have hot cocoa! Dare to eat a peach! Talk about Michelangelo!!! I’m serious, I don’t 
want to see any of you hanging out at the Student Union saying, “I’m bored.” Go get that paper on Dostoevski done, ask a 

friend to proofread it and have a Chai Latte. Got it? Good! 
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www.ShakoriHillsGrassroots.org 

ZYDECO • AFRICAN • CAJVN • OLD-TIME • R00TSR0CK 
REGGAE • RLUE6RASS • COUNTRY* BLUES • LATIN 


Fmtimmy 

Bela Fleck & TheFlecktones* Sharon Jones & The Dap-Kings • Donna the Buffalo • Brett Dennen 
Sidi Toure • The Duhks • Nawal • Preston Frank • Locos Por Juana • Emmit-Nershi Band • Rosie Ledet 
Thousands of One • The Flying Clouds • Green Grass Cloggers • Eilen Jewell • Toubab Krewe • Bearfoot 
Paperhand Puppet Intervention • The Old Ceremony • Leyla McCalla • Driftwood • Hobex • Dub Addis 
The Grady Girls • Turtle Duhks • Noot d'Noot • The Kickin Grass Band • Dehlia Low • Des Ark 
John Stickley Trio • Diali Cissokho & Kairaba! • Saludos Compay • Hammer No More the Fingers 
The Blackberry Bushes Stringband • Lake Street Dive • Billy Eli • Lila • Big Fat Gap • Penny Prophets 
Brand New Life • John Howie & Rosewood Bluff • Laurelyn Dossett • Dirty Bourbon River Show 
Lakota John & Friends • Peter Lamb & The Wolves • The Tender Fruit • Mipso Trio • & many more... 




